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Cultomer Muthie. 


N. am a Rake its true, 
| And that all the world can tell, 
4 have neither Money nor cloaths, 

But yet | can bouſe very well, 

Cuſtomer Mufhie. 
Ang very good Cuſtomer Mathie, 

And very good Landiady you, 

And if | ever F come more this way, 

I will boule more beer wich you. 

Cuſtomer Mufhie, 
Come, Laadlzdy fill us a Quart, 

It is but a Folly to Fret, 

Come fill up your bumpers and glaſſcs, 

T hey never can hang us for debt. 
Cuſtomer Muſhie, 
The Drunkards will never be dead, 

Il teil you the rea ſon W, 

The young Ones they will get up, 

 Be{ore the 014 Cres die, 


Cuſtomer Muſhie, | 


If all the Drunkards were dead, 
And none of them Lett alive, 
The Beer would four in the Barrels, 
The brewers would never thrive, 
| Cuſtomer Myu'hie, 
If all the Land was Paper, 
And all the Sca was Ink, 
And the I recs all bread and C+. ce, 
What would we do for Drink. 
3 Cuſtomer Muſt, 
Sufy, for breaking the Pipes, 
Began to fcold and brawl, 


Poor Jenny down ge ſtreet, 


For fear he bd heppen to fall. 
© Cuſtemer Muſkie, 
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FARMER's CouRTSHIP. 


ST was a walking one morning fair 
To view the fields and take the air 
I ſpy'd a Farmer all alone, 
For his true love was making moan, 


He fays my dear and beauty bright, 


On you I place my heart's delight 
She ſays young man I believe is true, 
Her anſwer was I'll have: none of you, 
le ſays my dear I will you deck, 
A chain of gold about voter neck, 
Then ſhe got ap away ſhe Mew 

Her anſwer was I'll have nome of you 
O then this Farmer had no more to ſay 
But quickly then he turn'd away, 


O ſtay young Farmer I'll wed the no- 6 


His anſwer was I'll have none of you, 
My loving ſuit ſhe did deny, 
Do you think I'd marry yon; no not 1 
Now this fair dame has been'croſs'd, 
And now her tences they arg loſt, 
But now ſhe lays in tormenting woe, 
Curs d be the time I ſaid nan 
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4hEKoving Maids of Aberdeemm 


HE roving Maids of Aren, 
They ate fo light and Ay, NN 


| They qgnake the young men laugh r the 


Their heads ſo high the Carry, 
Eal de ral rat de ral. r ot * 

No do behold the proves RAA M7 
As they walk on the cauſe © 
With -ufflz- cuffs and capuchinges, +, _ 

And won but they be fauey. 
With five net hoods upon their heads, 
Fach dame a bucking comb 0. 
Which mounted is with ff ver bright, 

And ſec with BriftolRone O, | 


Their tagkets fine, t bright do ſhine, 


A glancing dy en below it, 

Their bravery-#y,,uK you ice, 

How proud'th+y ate to ſhew it. 

With new falhion'd caps of differeng fac! 

| That are fo mounſtruus high O, 4 

Such flory-gizgs upon their heady 

Alte frightiut to the eye O, 

The other night | got fuch fright, 
 blets'd me from evil. 

When a lady came in {hiining robes, 
thought it was the Devil. 

With a cap More high than a Stena iers, 
And hair dreſt io tuch order, a 

Sue appeared lil;e ſweet Margaret's gheſt 
Com d frem the flygiam border. 

With filken hoſe, and fine pink ſhoes, 
They are all trim'd and ready, 


It is not ea y for to Know, 


A ſcodgie by a lady, 
There's laſſes bright, turns out at night 
Their tiga is a white apron, 
All in the dark to ſcek a spark, 
And who bu. our Miſs Kathrine, 
Some laſſes then, 1 do offend, 
In telling of your knavery. 
For that's the way 'r bold to ſay, 
That you've won all your bravery. 
The roving maids of aberdeen, 
When they go to the dancing, 
The young men all admires the {port, 
They are fo neat and handſome, 
It is well kent, their fice the; paint, 
They are fo vain and idle, 
To bulk and dreſs more time they pais, 
Than they do or their bible, 
With muffs and firls, and Cardinals, 
Made of the finett lcarler, 
They worn are | do declare, 
By many a common hartot, 


Their quality come thow to me 


- You'll know it by their ckeding, 
Dear neighbour then, Vil cell you plain, 
You'll tne it Dy their breeding. 
They cure und ſwgar and dominier, 

And ſcold hke any randy, 


Their morning drink really think, 


Is whisky, gin, or brandy, 
And it they chance to prove with child, 
Or lole their repurat on. 
O thea ſets up a baudy-houſe, 

And that's their occypatigh, .. 


Yuch biuds and bullies chen turhetf gd 
Duoſerve the diſmal Dry, e 
By K ingie's hand their lives chay wank.” 
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